EUROPEAN FAREWELLS

Alps of Liechtenstein and Vorarlberg, the panorama un-
folded is the richest in Western Europe. Parts of this way
I knew already, mostly those to the eastward traversing
lakeside, pass and forest; but in that July of 1937 all the
road ky stretched in one significant and final picture. Final,
because not death but life could make such passage through
the heart of ofd Roman and Gaulish Europe impossible
again ; and the life that held such power might itself be
death in life, as it has proved to be. Such thoughts brought
with them the long silences in which this journey largely
passed, with eyes calmly and gravely scanning the tree-
grown line of the road, the shape of a belfiy or the contour
of a hill, the movement of an ox-cart or the animation of a
city, as eyes look on things familiar that are about to vanish
into memory.
Nor was it any great distance from our Austrian valley
over the Grossglockner road into Italy as in former years.
It may be possible to rise in the Salzkammergut at dawn
and sup in Padua; but it is better to sleep one night at least
in the shadow of the Dolomites, which are decorative
towers more than mountains, and then to descend leisurely
into the Venetian plain through the smaller towns and cities
with their inland waterways making the effect of Venice in
miniature. From Padua, this year, the way was through
Rovigo to Bologna, and thence over the chain of Mis
between the Emilia and Tuscany, as far as Fiesole and
Florence. This latter road ran for sixty miles from hilltop
to hilltop through villages clustered about each summit,
looking down into blue valleys; and here on the cool
heights in kte afternoon were walking gay and grave Floren-
225